26	EAST   AGAIN
back to the house for another of them. He, Mohammed,
had become Harbi. His brother Musa was now Mustafa,
Ayesha, his little sister, had another name. They were very
poor.
It did not take this child long to discover my ignorance of
Old Testament history. " You know," he said, " what happened
to Jeroboam ? " I hinted that I did. " What was it ?" he
asked. Smilingly I replied, " You tell me.'1 " I don't believe
you know," he answered suspiciously, and I confessed I did not*
From thence on he watched me, a little shocked, us he recounted
the anecdotes connected with various sites. Name after name
nonplussed me—and he continued to cross-question. At last
he looked at me for a while and said solemnly : " 1 don't believe
you ever go school." Indignantly I protested. I informed him
that not only had I been at two private schools, but that 1 had
also passed several years at Harrow and one at Cambridge.
He looked a little dubious and said, " You not work very hard,
I think ? " Again I protested. ** Anyhow," he said, " you learn
very little "... which closed the argument. And the worst
of it was that he wasn't far wrong. On all my walks I was
accompanied by this promising child, who, in spite of his pitiful
little body, walked well. His wisdom was great and his greed of
learning still greater. His hard life, always in want, had not
deterred him from studying and he spent such little money as
he could earn on books.
On one of our walks he took me to see a Synagogue, a building
of no particular interest, but he thought I ought to see it so there
was no use in protesting. I was under his orders* While I
walked about the building he sat in animated conversation with
a grey-bearded Rabbi, On leaving the place I asked him what
he had been talking about. ** I tell him, Sir, you very good
Jew," I have a great admiration for that race, but 1 cannot
claim to belong to it, and I told him so. " 1 know," he replied ;
" but you see if I not tell him you very good Jew and he think
you Christian you pay him five piastres to visit Synagogue—and
now you pay nothing. See ? " I saw, A little farther down the
street he pointed out to me a little Jew boy about his own age,
and said, " This little Jew boy my friend*" As they passed they
nodded, smiled,,and spat—but, as my little friend explained to
me, it was quite a friendly spit. His little soul was not devoid
of Moslem fanaticism- He pointed out to me, in the Jewish
shops, the decoration of the centre of tablecloths which bore

